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The Phoenix Nest 
Can a 
Book Advertising 
Department 
be Happy? 
Yes—certainly! Why shouldn't it 
be, when an author like Christopher 
Morley writes a book like Thunder 
on the Left? 
There's no toil in selling a novel that's 
the best the creator of Roger Mifflin 
and Mr. Gissing ever wrote . . . 
particularly when reviewers and 
readers alike pass along the good 
word so enthusiastically . . . and 
the long-suffering copy writer at last 
gets a chance to use somebody else's 
superlatives instead of his own. For 
instance: 
Thunder on the Left I enjoyed more 
thoroughly than any book since The 
Constant Nymph. Beauty it has, and 
wit, and pity for humankind and love 
of humankind, too. Any attempt to 
describe this glowing, wistful, humor-
ful and daring book is unwise. It 
will mean something quite different 
to every f>erson who reads it. 

—Johii Farrar, in The Bookman. 

There is great beauty in the Morley 
book, and deep emotion.—Heywood 
Broun, in the N. Y. World. 

There are some achievements that 
mock analysis, that are so near per
fection that their apprehension is a 
measure of the quality not of the 
artist but of the audience. One of 
these is Christopher Morley's Thun
der on the Left. . . . Profound unity 
gives to the book a vision, usually 
confined to poetry or abstract philos
ophy, of the great laws that govern 
life.—International Book Review. 

He has justified his method by the 
skill with which he fuses reality and 
fancy. They do not fall apart at the 
analytic touch, any more than soil 
and air fall apart when they have 
joined to make a tree.—Carl Van 
Doren, in The Atlantic Monthly. 

The rapid and inevitable tragedy, 
lying not in the immediate situation 
but in the perception of experience 
by the characters, constitutes one of 
the most moving pictures of American 
life recently achieved in our fiction. 
Thunder on the Left is one of the 
very few* American novels that have 
been written beautifully; in this book 
Mr. Morley has achieved an almost 
flawless prose that yields the effect 
of poetry.—Lloyd Morris, in the New 
York Times Book Review. 

Extremely beautiful in some spots 
and amazingly revelatory in others 
, . . beautiful bewilderment. 

—Baird Leonard, in Life. 

But even better than the reviews . . . 
the best advertisements for Thunder 
on the Left that have yet appeared 
are the 67,000 men and women who 
have bought it. They have made it 
the most discussed book of the de
cade. 

T H U N D E R 
ON THE LEFT 

By Christopher Morley 
$2.00 

Doubleday, Page & Co. 

\ X ^ E are in receipt of This Quarter 
' » (No. 2 ) , a remarkable orange and 

black anthology in paper covers, edited and 
published in Milan, Italy. The editors are 
Ernest Walsh and Ethel Moorhead. * * * 
"This number," says the inside cover, "is 
not complete without the Antheil musical 
supplement Which is included in the price 
And is not sold separately." * * * "Antheil" 
is the work of George Antheil^ dated June, 
1925, in Paris. It consists of compositions 
dating 1918-1920, 1922, 1923, and 1924.-
1925. * * * The latest composition is en
titled "Mr. Bloom and the Cyclops," a work 
upon the "Cyclops" episode in James Joyce's 
"Ulysses." * * * Some of the sideline in
structions for the rendition of this piece 
include "16 mechanical pianos operated 
from master roll and controlled from 
switchboard," "8 xylophones controlled 
from switchboard," "Amplified Gramaphone 
containing all of the ordinary orchestral 
instruments registered upon gramaphone 
record—amplified and controlled from 
switchboard," "Bass drums," "Electric 
Buzzers," "pieces of steel," "Electric Motor 
(wood attachment)," Electric Motor (steel 
attachment)," and so on. * * * 
But, turning from music, of which we know 
nothing, we come to Ethel Moorhead's 
frontispiece to the literary anthology. It 
is a drawing of Emanuel Carnevali. It 
faces Cantos XVII-XIX by E-z.ra Pound.. 
Then Emanuel himself discusses "Girls," in 
certain poems. He has the girls lettered 
A, B, C, D, E, F. He doesn't discuss them 
as kindly as Raymond. Knister discusses 
horses. * * * He calls them names. Ernest 
Walsh also writes poetry. * * * Leon 
Herald Srabiam. and Robert Roe are other 
poets. * * * And here is Carl Sandburg— 
old Carl I * * * Then come some new 
photographs of Joyce, making him look 
like an over-wearied interne, of Ernest Hem
ingway, of George Antheil, and a "repro
duction of an oil oainting" of Padraic 
Colum. Only it couldn't have been an oil 
painting. It was obviously a drawing. 
* * * 'Then an "Extract from Work in 
Progress," by James Joyce. Then, among 
others, some McAlmon, some Djuna Barnes, 
some Hemingway, some Moorhead, a miscel
lany containing some letters from Ernest 
Walsh. * * * Here we may well pause * * * 
As we have examined Mr. Walsh's celebra
tion of himself in this section of the fat 
volume, mixed with turgid rodomontade 
concerning the few contemporary writers 
he considers worthy, we are partly dis
gusted and partly entertained. * * * What 
an exhibition! * * * Granted that Ernest 
Hemingway may have considerable merit as 
a writer, how one is put off by Mr. Walsh's 
illiterate first sentence in his review of 
Hemingway: 

The first impression one gets on reading a 
story of Hemingway is that this writer has been 
getting ready Inside himself and outside himself 
for a long time before he began to write for the 
good job of writing. 

If a freshman began a theme with such 
sheer bosh he would quite properly have it 
blue-pencilled. * * * We pluck other plums 
from Mr. Walsh's excursions into "criti
cism." * * * "I wanted to say that Mc
Almon observed like a gentleman observes," 
" I can outwrite in his own medium any 
critic alive. And I can beat him with his 
own tools. But I am not the best critic 
alive," "His stories are a triumph over ma
terial. He has accepted his world," "behind 
each word in a Hemingway story Heming
way was thinking of more than grammar 
and publishers when he put it down," "I 
would say that Carnevali is the Keats of 
today but that is not quite true. He has 
more to say than Keats. He is more im
portant than Keats." * * * One could mul
tiply instances indefinitely. In fact, Mr. 
Walsh is a master of unconscious humor. 
He refers to Dean Inge as a "pew-mate" of 
G. K. Chesterton. He speaks of a "trail-
blazing angle." He calls Tho7nas Hardy an 
"almighty bore." He calls W. B. Yeats "a 
fake Irish poet." He says McAlmon is 
"bigger and better than Mark Twain." He 
asks Harriet Monroe, "Doesn't anyone ever 
give you the straight stuff, (period) Except 
Pound." * * * Mr. Ernest Walsh has 
done an incalculable disservice to the group 
of writers he has edited and anthologized. 
He is a third-rate writer with an enormous
ly swollen ego. His mind is that of an 
excited sophomore. * * * We should not be 
so severe with him, save that he has swag
gered and stuck out his tongue and called 
names through many pages of this collec
tion of his contemporaries. * * * He has 
obscured for us whatever merits they maj 
have by his palpable ignorance and insen-
sitiveness, by his big empty ballyhoo and 
his orgy of overstatement. * * * Mr. 

Walsh's opinions are of no possible interest 
save as they have served to irritate us with 
the group for which he is spokesman. * * * 
And that is not fair. * * * Of the new 
and tentative writers in this group we re
member Miss Kay Boyle when she was an 
assistant editor of Broom. Her little story 
in This Quarter is a sincere attempt to 
portray a mood of an artist. James Joyce 
is, of course, a genius who adds lustre to 
this collection. Carl Sandburg's reputation 
is established. We have yet to read any
thing of Robert McAlmon's in prose that 
will convince us of anything but his dul-
ness. Emanuel Camevali's poems here 
present we heartily dislike. Ezra Pound's 
cantos seem to us still-born, as his former 
cantos seemed. * * * We have yet to ex
amine detachedly the work of Mr. Ernest 
Hemingway. * * * Some of Mr. Walsh's 
poems have beauty, some are just rot. But 
it is disappointing in the extreme that an 
egocentric young person so completely void 
of any critical faculty as is young Mr. 
Walsh should have been intrusted with the 
editorship of a volume which may well 
contain some notable work by modern in
dividualists. * * * We have found him so 
preposterous that we have not yet read the 
volume he edits. * * * Let us turn away to 
the first number of Volume Four of The 
New Criterion. This is an interesting quar
terly review, edited by Mr. T. S. Eliot and 
published by Faber & Gwyer, Limited, at 24., 
Russell Square, London, W.C.i. Those of 
our readers who collect the best literary 
periodicals should certainly subscribe. * * * 
The New> Criterion is liberal enough to 
print the work of Gertrude Stein, work 
which we shall never be able to regard as 
anything but futile. In this number, how
ever, are also "A French Criticism of New
man," by Frederic Manning, a story by 
Aldous Huxley, an essay by Virginia Woolf, 
the second instalment of D. H. Laivrence's 
"The Woman Who Rode Away," contribu
tions by Jean Cocteau and John Gould 
Fletcher, and a leading article by Mr. Eliot 
himself on "The Idea of a Literary Re
view." * * * Mr. Eliot says some sound 
and valuable things. "A review should 
be an organ of documentation. That is to 
say, the bound volumes of a decade should 
represent the development of the keenest 
sensibility and the clearest thought of ten 
years. Even a single number should attempt 
to illustrate, within its limits, the time and 
the tendencies of the time. It should have 
a value over and above the aggregate value 
of the individual contributions. Its con
tents should exhibit heterogeneity which the 
intelligent reader can resolve into order." 
* * * And again, "The miscellaneous re
view is negative: the review which propa
gates the ideas of a single man, or the 
views and fancies of a small group, is more 
evidently obnoxious. In the realm of 
action, of political or theological contro
versy, a small and compact body of troops, 
or even a single leader, may accomplish use
ful work. But in the world of ideas, no 
individual, no small group, is ever good 
enough or wise enough to deserve such 
license. Of messianic literature we have 
sufficient." * * * He comes to the conclu
sion that Wft must "form a literary review, 
not merely on literature, but on what we 
may suppose to be the interests of any in
telligent person with literary taste." In the 
choice of contributors, he says, "our catholic
ity must be ordered and rational, not 
heterogene and miscellaneous," and warns 
that the review must "protect its disinter
estedness, must avoid the temptation ever to 
appeal to any social, political, or theological 
prejudices." * * * He is averse to stating 
a program or erecting a platform. Tend
ency only must be evident. He believes 
that today there is "a tendency toward a 
higher and clearer conception of Reason, 
and a more severe and serene control of 
the emotions by Reason." * * * After hav
ing examined Mr. Ernest Walsh, what a 
relief it is to listen to Mr. T . S. Eliot 
speaking with ordinary intelligence! The 
"severe and serene control of the emotions 
by Reason," a catholicity "ordered and ra.' 
tional," the protection of disinterestedness, 
•—these are, most certainly, necessities in the 
practice of criticism, in the analysis of con-
ten)porary writing. These are principles to 
which one must cleave. * * * We realize 
that we have been "severe" but not al
together "serene" in our treatment of Mr. 
Walsh! * * * And we apologize for having 
devoted our entire column this week to the 
discussion of two periodicals. * * * But 
thev illustrate two distinct modern tendencies. 
And we do detest tlie half-baked and th? 
ill-digested. * * * And so, adieu! 

T H E PHCENICIAN. 

"TA. MOST HIGHLY 
PRAISED NOVEL 
OF T H E Y E A R " 

Says 

Mary Colum 
in The Saturday Review 

EVERY DAY MORE CRITICS 
HAIL A GENIUS. THESE ARE 

THE LATEST: 

Fanny Butcher: 
" O n e of the great works of 

art. A book you can no more 
forget than when you realized 
that great beauty is always a 
pain. There is something per
manent and fine about it." 

Ted Robinson: 
"One of the greatest pieces of 

fiction of its time. T h e great 
book of the season." 

The New Republic: 
"No one who cares for the 

ar t of fiction can fail to relish 
its brilliance." 

The Dial: 
"A great novel-epic of the 

war." 

Boston Transcript: 
"Could be compassed only by 

the pen of a genius." 

NO MORE 
PARADES 

hy Ford Madox Ford 

$2.50 at all bookstores 

Now in its 4th large printing 

A l b e r t a n d 
Char les B o n i 

66 F i f t h Ave. 
N e w Y o r k 

The Big ISlpyel 
of the Spring! 

THE HOUNDS 
OF SPRING 

By SYLUIA THOMPSON 

A moving and in-
tensely dramatic story 
in which the loss of 
her fiance in the War 
so hurts a young girl 
that she is unable to 
face things squarely. 

Her loveless mar
riage and its unfore
seen consequences 
make this a splendid 
story of human de
sires and defeats and 
victories. 

A. Hamilton Gihhs, author of 
SOUNDINGS, calls it "Big with 
feeling and understanding and 
most admirably written. The 
first significant piece of work of 
the post-war generation." 

^ P " Four printings 
before publication! 

$2.00 at All Booksellers 

LITTLE. BROWN & 
CO.. Publishers. Boston 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED


